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BUT THERE ARE SHADOWS HERE, 
AHP THINGS THAT LURK UNSEEN. 


DEATH TAKES MANY 
GUISES, AND TROUBLE 
IS NEVER FAR. 


-J 1 1 n 

X BUT AS THE OLD RUSSIAN SAYING 


{it's ^ 

IBRAGIMOV! I'VE 
k FOUND H!M/> . 


GOES, WHEN TROUBLE ARRIVES, 
IT NEVER TRA VEL S ALONE. 



























IBRAGIMOV IS THE SIXTH PEAP MAN 
TO BE FOUNP IN AS MANY WEEKS. TWO 
GUARPS ANP NOW FOUR PRISONERS, EACH 
OF THEM KILLEP IN THE SAME FASHION. 


LASHEP TO A TREE ANP 
BEATEN TO PEATH, NOT FAR 
FROM THE WORK SITE. 




IN THE CAMPS, WE ARE ACCUSTOMEP TO 
VIOLENCE ANP PEA TH. KILLINGS ARE NOT UNCOMMON, 
ANP EACH OF US HAS FOUNP A FELLOW PRISONER'S 
LIFELESS BOPY AT LEAST ONCE. 


BUT THOSE ARE MATTERS OF 
ANGERS RELEASEP OR OF CASUAL 
BRUTALITY. NOT METHOP/CAL, 
CALCULATEP. NOT LIKE THIS. 




















EVERY PA Y IS SPENT IN THE WOOPS A T 
THE WESTERN EPEE OF THE SIBERIAN WASTES, 
FELLING TREES, PLANING LUMBER. 


WHAT USE THE LUMBER IS PUT TO, 

I COULP NOT SAY. BUT WHAT WOULP 
IT MATTER? THE LABOR IS ALL. 


> <PEODUCTIVITy\ 
' IS DOWN. MANy 
OF you DID NOT 
MAKE yOUR 
i DAILy QUOTAS j 
AGAIN.! 


IN THE CAMPS, IF YOU PON'T 
WORK, YOU PON'T EAT. BUT IF 
YOU PON'T EAT, THEN YOU ARE 
NOT LIKELY TO WORK. 


THE "GONERS" ARE THOSE TRAPPEP 
IN THAT VICIOUS CYCLE, STARVING BIT 
BY BIT UNTIL THEY FALL. 


























NOW I AM ONE OF THE LAST 
TSARISTS LEFT ALIVE, ANP MANY 
OF THE NEW PRISONERS ARE 
BOLSHEVIKS THEMSELVES. 


SOME OF THE NEWCOMERS 
ARE CRIMINALS, OF COURSE. BUT 
MOST ARE "PISSIPENTS." 


INTELLECTUALS, ARTISTS, 
WRITERS, EVEN FORMER PARTY 
LEAPERS WHO HAVE FALLEN OUT 
OF STALIN'S FAVOR. 


WE EXIST MOMENT TO 
MOMENT, PAY TO PAY. 


BUT OFTEN THE 
MEN WE WERE CAST 
LONGER SHAPOWS 
THAN WE REALIZE. 


ANP THOSE SHAPOWS 
CAN TAKE ON A LIFE OF 
THEIR OWN. 


k ■'»_it_j_^ 

J THE BOLSHEVIKS SENT ME HERE LT - - 

■ MORE THAN TWELVE YEARS AGO, AFTER F 

■ THEIR REVOLUTION PEPOSEP THE TSAR. MHH 



(LEARN 

E iSr • ^5 ^ | '1 /'[thi sc 

u V *•« 



ll Inf* Efif/y 





H IT HARPLY MATTERS, THOUGH, WHO T ' 

1# WE WERE IN LIFE, OR WHAT 





















NIGHTS IN THE BARRACKS ARE 
SELDOM SILENT. SOMEONE IS ALWAYS 
COUGHING, FROM THE COLO. AND 
THE NEWCOMERS OFTEN HAVE 
TEARS LEFT TO SHED BEFORE 
THEIR HEARTS FREEZE. 


A NEWCOMER, OF 
COURSE. MUST HAVE 
GOTTEN MY NAME FROM 
ONE OF THE OTHER 
PRISONERS. 





















<WHAT?/> 


THAT IS A PHRASE I'VE NOT HEARD IN A LONS 
TIME. THE PASSWORDS OF THE SEVENTH STAR. 
THE TSAR'S SECRET INTELLIGENCE SERVICE, 
UNKNOWN EVEN TO THE OKHRANA. 


KNOW WHAT 
r MEANS.> 



YES, I KNOW THIS RING. 


IT WAS GIVEN BY THE TSAR 
TO A MAN WHO WASN'T 
RUSSIAN, BUT SERVED HIM 
BETTER THAN ANY OF MY 
COUNTRYMEN COULD. 












<IT CANNOT 

BE) 


<1 THOUSHT 
you WERE 
PEAP) 


^ <1 HAVE COME > 

HERE BECAUSE I REQUIRE 
. INTELLIGENCE.) > 


INFORMATION 


= ONLy ONE WHO 
POSSESSES.> > 


















THE MAH I KNEW AS THE PARK EAGLE WAS 
AN AMERICAN AVIATOR WHO SERVEP THE TSAR 
IN THE PAYS BEFORE THE FIRST WORLP WAR. 


HE WAS ONE OF THE MOST 
CAPABLE, MOST CLEVER, 
MOST TERRIFYING MEN I HAVE 
EVER ENCOUNTEREP. 


r <1 PON'T ^ 
UNPERSTANP. 

I HEARP you HAP 
CRASHEP ANP PIEP 
k IN THE WAR.) J 


<how po you ™ 

STILL LIVE? ANP HOW 
PO yOU COME TO BE IN 
. A FORCEP LABOR 
CAMP?) 


^ <you ^ 
r WILLINGLY CHOSE 1 
TO COME HERE? TO 
. BE A PRISONER , 
X/ HERE?) 

(<BUT WHY?>^M 












<A NAME I ~ 
HADN'T THOUGHT 
I'D EVER HEAR 
AGAIN.> 


r <VOU CAME TO 
THIS PLACE FOR NOTHING, 1 
BECAUSE I HAVE NO IDEA 
WHAT BECAME OF THE . 
WHITE TIGER.> 


Y~ II WAS ALREADY^ 

r CAPTURED By THE ” 
BOLSHEVIKS WHEN THE 
OFFICES OF THE 
k SEVENTH STAR WERE J 
^ OVERRUN.) ^ 

CZAKHAROV 

Bf WAS THE LAST « 
* OF US THERE. HE ■ 
A MIGHT KNOW THE H 
ANSWER TO yOUR ^ 
Bk QUESTION.) 


<BECAUSE OF A 
MATTER OF GRAVE 
IMPORTANCE.) 


/ <1 NEED ^ 

/ TO KNOW WHAT 
BECAME OF THE 
\ WHITE TH5ER.> 


















^<HE MISHT ~ 
LIVE. HE MISHT 
. NOT.> a 


r <HE WAS TROUBLE, ^ 
THAT ONE. MOST OF US SO 
A LITTLE MAD IN THE CAMPS, 
BUT ZAKHAROV WAS WORSE 
THAN MOST.) 


<1 HAD A 

" BELLy-FULL OF 1 
HIM, MYSELF. WAS 
TEMPTED TO KILL HIM, 
MORE THAN ONCE, 
JUST TO SHUT HIM UP, 
AND TO HELL WITH THE 
k FELLOWSHIP OF THE i 
L. SEVENTH STAR.) A 










<TONISHT, you 
KEEP ME FROM 
SLEEP.) 


ANP I REMEMBER THE 
PIERCING GLARE OF THE PARR 
EAGLE. THAT UNWAVERING 
STARE. THAT HUNTER'S LOOK. 


A LOOK THAT PIERCES 
THE GLOOM, ANP KNOWS WHAT 
LURKS IN THE SHAPOWS. 










THE PAY BEGINS, AMP IT IS 
LIKE ALL THE PAYS BEFORE IT. 


FULL OF HARPSHIP, 
HUNGER, ANP PAIN. 


I ARRANGE TO BE PAIREP WITH HIM, 
WORKING EITHER ENP OF A SAW. 


AFTER YEARS OF NUMB, 
FROZEN PISINTEREST, I AM 
SURPRISEP TO PISCOVER 
THAT I AM STILL CAPABLE 
OF CURIOSITY. 


















■P.1 ig. v. i^S 

k. 

I 7W AM/V 7 KNEW AS THE PARK 

■ EAGLE WAS GRIM, RELENTLESS, 

■ PETERMINEP. HARP AS IRON, 

LIKE A LIVING WEAPON. 


BK I SEE IN HIM NOW THE SAME MAN, 1 
M BUT SOMEHOW HARPENEP FURTHER STILL. ■ 
■ AS IF IRON HAP BEEN JO/NEP BY SOME ■ 

<?r«ee metal in a new alloy. ■ 




TIED TO A TREE, OUT _ u _ 
WOODS. BRUTALLY . 
MURDERED.) vlu - 


SiBNOUGH^ 
TALKING! BACK 
kTO WORK.}; 


ANP SO THE PAY GOES, LIKE ALL 
THE PAYS BEFORE IT. BUT WITH A 
SLIGHT PIFFERENCE. 








































































BUT EACH OF US SUSPECTS THAT 
WE MIGHT BE NEXT. SOME PERHAPS 
EVEN HOPE SO. 


MORE QUESTIONS, ANP MORE 
SECRETS. I AM UNUSEP TO THEM. 


<THAT ASSUMES ^X 
[1 ( THEy WILL RELEASE ME, V 

OR THAT I WILL LIVE THAT Y 
— LON©. BUT EVEN IF THEY DO, 

V V ANP I PIP, WHERE IS 

W THERE TO ©0?> 

<STALIN'S LAW IS ^X 

THAT FREEP PRISONERS \ 

ARE NOT ALLOWEP IN THE 
LAR©ER CITIES ANP TOWNS. 

WE ARE NOT ABLE TO ] 

TAKE JOBS.) 

^ ,P^<WHERE WILL I <SO?^XB 
l7 TO PIE, MOST LIKELY. 11 

| OR ELSE LIVE OUT THE REST If 
l OF MY PAYS IN SOME SHACK, If 

V FREEZIN© ANP STARVIN© i| 

BY INCHES.) 

■ I <WHAT IS IT IN US 

1 1/ THAT REFUSES SIMPLY 

9 I TO LAY POWN ANP PIE? T< 

1 Tl SIMPLY GUIZIZBNPER ANP E 

1 " V V^TH^IT?^I SOMETIME 

' ft— 1 










































f <you t 

CAN'T HAVE 
.THEM. THEy'RE 
^ M!NE/> a 








r ;i EARNEP^ 
THAT HEAT, THAT 
LIGHT' IT IS WOT 
^ FOE YOU') ^ 


<THIEF/ 

VANDAL') 


<HOW DO 
YOU KNOW \ 
^ NAME?') 













IN THE CAMPS, IT IS SOMETIMES EASY 
TO FORGET THAT THE WORLD IS LARGER 
THAN THESE BARRACKS, THOSE TREES, THAT 
PLAIN. THE CAMP BECOMES THE WORLD. 


THE SALAS, MV OLD V 
COMRADE? THE MUSIC? fs 
THE WOMEN? THE ¥/. 
V GRANDEUR OF Iva 
IT ALL?> '/MM. 

<IT WAS^ 
ANOTHER WORLD 
THAN THIS ONE.) 


EASY TO FORGET, AND EASIER, 

IN WAYS. REMEMBERING WHAT IS BEYOND, 
WHERE WE DWELT BEFORE? THAT WAY LIES 
ONLY DISCONTENT, AND MADNESS. 


r :and you/ come^ 
FROM THAT OTHER 
WORLD HERE TO FIND 
k ME IN THE COLD.) ^ 


\WITH THAT RING 
UPON YOUR HAND. 
THAT UNCANNY 
RING.) ^ 


r <WHAT ELSE ^ 
IS THERE TO DO? 1 
AND BESIDES, THEy 




(j A 

Mmm 



- 
























W' (EACH OF THESE NAMES ™ 
BELONGS TO A MAN WHO WRONGEP 
ME IN THE CAMP OVER THE yEARS. 

. ABUSEP ME, BETRAyEP ME, 

ANNOYEP ME-> ^ 
: <now i extinguish'^^S 

THEIR LIVES ANP BURN 
'~3, THEIR NAMES TO KEEP l 
WARM-> 


/<BUT I GROW> 
SURELy 
PEATH WILL TAKE 
V~ME SOON) ; 


r <THE WHITE TIGER? OH, I CAN ^ 

TELL yOU EVER>THING yOU WISH 
TO KNOW. BUT IN RETURN, yOU 
k MUST PO A FAVOR FOR MB) A 


















BECAUSE HOPE 
MAKES US FORGET 
THAT SOME QUESTIONS 
SHOULP NOT BE 
ANSWEREP. ANP 
TOMORROW WIU. COME 
SOON ENOUGH. 


IN THE CAMPS, IT IS IMPOSSIBLE TO 
ESCAPE THE KNOWLEPGE OF WHERE YOU 
ARE, ANP WHAT LIES BEFORE YOU. 


YOU LEARN NOT TO 
WONPER ABOUT WHAT 
TOMORROW WILL BRING. 
YOU TRY NOT TO HOPE. 
TO WONPER WHAT 
LIES HIPPEN BEHINP 
TOMORROW'S SHAPOW. 


’ <50? GO? DEATH WILL T <NO, I'M TIREP 

FINP ME HERE/ ONE WAV' OR OF QUESTIONS. 
l ANOTHER. WHy HURRy A LEAVE ME TO 
^ to meet gi cgp v t 


NOT ALL PANGERS 
LURK IN THE PARK. 
ANP THERE IS SOME 
COMFORT TO BE HAP 
IN THE SHAPOWS. 


<WOULP 
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A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW #20 FROM 
CHRIS ROBERSON’S SCRIPT TO GIOVANNI TIMPANO’S LINE 
ART TO FABRICIO GUERRA’S COLORS 


PAGE ONE 
PANEL ONE 

WE OPEN WITH A WIDE PANEL SHOWING A FLAT, SNOWY WASTE. ITS DAY 
TIME, BUT THE SKIES OVERHEAD ARE GRAY AND OVERCAST. 


CAPTION: In this place, danger does not always lurk in the darkness. 


CAPTION: Blinding snow and freezing cold are proof enough of that. 

PANEL TWO 

WE PAN OVER A BIT, AND SEE THE BEGINNINGS OF A TREE LINE, WOODS 
THAT MARCH UP TO THE EDGE OF THE SNOWY PLAIN. BUT THE TREES ARE 
BLACK AND LEAFLESS IN THE DEAD OF WINTER. 


CAPTION: But there are shadows here, and things that lurk unseen. 


CAPTION: Death takes many guises, and trouble is never far. 

PANEL THREE 

NOW WE’RE IN THE WOODS, AND IN THE BACKGROUND WE SEE PRISONERS 
DRESSED FOR COLD WEATHER CUTTING DOWN TREES. BUT ONE OF THE 
PRISONERS IS TURNING AND SHOUTING LOUDLY OFF PANEL, HAVING SPOT¬ 
TED SOMETHING THAT WE CAN’T SEE YET FROM THIS ANGLE. 


CAPTION: But as the old Russian saying goes, when trouble arrives, it never travels 
alone. 


PRISONER/yelling: <It’s Ibragimov! I’ve found him!> 






























A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW #20 FROM 
CHRIS ROBERSON’S SCRIPT TO GIOVANNI TIMPANO’S LINE 
ART TO FABRICIO GUERRA’S COLORS 


PAGE TWO 
PANEL ONE 

A BIG PANEL. A FEW GUARDS HAVE COME OVER, AND WE’RE LOOKING PAST 
THEM AT WHAT THE PRISONER SAW. IT IS ANOTHER PRISONER, WHO HAS 
BEEN ESSENTIALLY CRUCIFIED AGAINST ONE OF THE TREES, HIS HANDS 
TIED TOGETHER ABOVE HIM TO THE TRUNK, HIS FEET TIED AT THE BOT¬ 
TOM, AND HIS CLOTHES PARTIALLY RIPPED OFF. WE CAN’T SEE TOO MUCH 
GORE, BUT IT’S CLEAR HE’S BEEN BEATEN TO DEATH, BLOODY AND 
BRUISED, AND VERY MUCH DEAD. 


CAPTION: Ibragimov is the sixth dead man to be found in as many weeks. Two guards 
and now four prisoners, each of them killed in the same fashion. 

CAPTION: Lashed to a tree and beaten to death, not far from the work site. 


PANEL TWO 

WE SEE A GROUP OF PRISONERS STANDING BY, WATCHING. SOME ARE WOR¬ 
RIED, BUT MOST JUST LOOK EXHAUSTED. OUR ATTENTION IS ON YURI, WHO 
IS OUR NARRATOR FOR THIS ISSUE. HE IS MIDDLE AGED, WITH GREY HAIR 
(WHICH WE CAN’T SEE YET, BECAUSE HE’S GOT A HAT ON, LIKE EVERYONE 
ELSE). 


CAPTION: In the camps, we are accustomed to violence and death. Killings are not 
uncommon, and each of us has found a fellow prisoner’s lifeless body at least once. 


CAPTION: But those are matters of angers released or of casual brutality. Not methodical, 
calculated. Not like THIS. 

PANEL THREE 

A GUARD IS TURNING HASTILY AWAY FROM THE CRUCIFIED MAN AND 
SHOUTING AT THE PRISONERS. 

CAPTION: The guards, for whom death and suffering is a calling, are out of their depths 
here. 


GUARD: <A11 of you, gather your tools! We are heading in for the night.> 























A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW #20 FROM 
CHRIS ROBERSON’S SCRIPT TO GIOVANNI TIMPANO’S LINE 
ART TO FABRICIO GUERRA’S COLORS 


PAGE THREE 
PANEL ONE 

OUR ATTENTION IS ON YURI AS HE AND THE OTHER PRISONERS MARCH IN 
SINGLE FILE DOWN A SNOWY TRACK THROUGH THE WOODS. THE TREES IN 
THIS PART HAVE ALREADY BEEN CUT DOWN, AND THERE ARE STACKS OF 
LUMBER AROUND. THE GUARDS ARE KEEPING WATCH ON THE PRISONERS 
AS THEY GO. 


CAPTION: Every day is spent in the woods at the western edge of the Siberian wastes, 
felling trees, planning lumber. 

CAPTION: What use the lumber is put to, I could not say. But what would it matter? The 
labor is all. 


PANEL TWO 

A GUARD WITH A RIFLE IS SHOUTING AT THE PRISONERS AS THEY WALK BY 
HIM. 


GUARD: Productivity is down. Many of you did not make your daily quotas AGAIN.> 
PANEL THREE 

OFF YURI LOOKING AT ANOTHER PRISONER WHO WE CAN TELL EVEN 
THROUGH HIS HEAVY CLOTHES IS STARVING TO DEATH. FRAIL, SKIN AND 
BONES, GAUNT CHEEKS, BARELY ABLE TO STAND AND WALK. 


C APTION: In the camps, if you don’t work, you don’t eat. But if you don’t eat, then you 
are not likely to work. 

CAPTION: The “goners” are those trapped in that vicious cycle, starving bit by bit until 
they fall. 

PANEL FOUR 

CLOSE ON YURI AS HE FACES FORWARD, EYES NARROWED, LIPS PRESSED 
TOGETHER, HIS EXPRESSION HARD. 


CAPTION: I have seen far too many men die in my years here. Far too many to remember 
them all. 


CAPTION: But I am still here. 





























A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW #20 FROM 
CHRIS ROBERSON’S SCRIPT TO GIOVANNI TIMPANO’S LINE 
ART TO FABRICIO GUERRA’S COLORS 


PAGE FOUR 
PANEL ONE 

WIDE ESTABLISHING SHOT OF THE PRISON BARRACKS. (SEE IMAGE REF FOR 
BASIC LAYOUT.) IT IS LATE AFTERNOON, AND THE PRISONERS ARE ENTER¬ 
ING THROUGH THE GATE UNDER THE WATCHFUL EYE OF THE ARMED 
GUARDS. 


CAPTION: The Bolsheviks sent me here more than twelve years ago, after their revolution 
deposed the tsar. 

CAPTION: Now I am one of the last tsarists left alive, and many of the new prisoners are 
Bolsheviks themselves. 


PANEL TWO 

OFF YURI LOOKING AT A GROUP OF NEW PRISONERS WHO ARE STANDING 
TOGETHER, BEING ADDRESSED BY A SUPERIOR GUARD. THE NEW ARRIVALS 
LOOK BETTER FED AND DRESSED THAN THE PRISONERS, BUT THEY ARE 
TERRIFIED, FRIGHTENED, AS OPPOSED TO THE ESTABLISHED PRISONERS 
WHO LOOK VACANT AND RESIGNED. BUT THERE IS ONE MAN AMONG THE 
NEWCOMERS WHO IS MOSTLY HANGING BACK, HIS FACE LARGELY HIDDEN 
IN SHADOWS. THIS IS THE SHADOW, OF COURSE, HERE IN DISGUISE. 


GUARD: <—you will learn the rules of this camp, or you will suffer—> 

CAPTION: Some of the newcomers are criminals, of course. But most are “dissidents.” 


CAPTION: Intellectuals, artists, writers, even former party leaders who have fallen out of 
Stalin’s favor. 


PANEL THREE 

NOW IT’S LATER, AND YURI AND THE OTHERS ARE EATING IN THE BAR¬ 
RACKS. THE FOOD LOOKS HORRIBLE, BUT THEY’RE FORCING IT DOWN. 
SOUP AND STALE BREAD, MOSTLY, WITH WATER IN BENT METAL CUPS. (SEE 
BELOW.) 


CAPTION: It hardly matters, though, who we were in life, or what we did. 
CAPTION: We exist moment to moment, day to day. 




























